THE GERMANS ENTER PARIS

Though we had little faith in the communiques assuring
us that the German army was being "held" everywhere,
we did think, nevertheless, that the enemy was still a
hundred kilometres distant.

"What we really felt, on that June morning, is not easily
expressed.

Silently, we regained the car and went on our way.
As we arrived at the level of the Pont Alexandre III
another German policeman signalled us to stop, although
Paris was deserted, with no traffic whatever except a few
pedestrians who had preferred the city to flight. I, who
had guarded German prisoners after being wounded in
the last war, could not refrain from reflecting: "This is
certainly the first time I ever obeyed a German!"

Alas, it was not to be the last time.

At the Nazi policeman's signal, we crossed the bridge
and arrived at the Place de la Concorde, by way of the
Cours la Reine. Another sight awaited us.

On the left-hand side of the Place, tanks, guns, machine-
guns, lorries and ambulances were massed. Two camera-
men were filming Paris firemen who were busy on a high
ladder, hoisting the Nazi flag on the facade of the Ministere
de la Marine.

I shall never forget the scene!

My heart was leaden. At one shattering blow I realised
my country's defeat to the full. Paris, my loved Paris,
where I was born and grew up; the city most dear to me
of all the world; Paris, capital of art, of science, of elegance;
Paris was befouled by the German jack-boot, invaded
and occupied. It was as if, when stricken to the heart,
the woman one adored had died in one's arms.

Time has passed since then, but I cannot recall this
memory unmoved.

On the first day of the occupation, I was literally
knocked out. I could not work. I could no longer con-
centrate, even on reading, and the desire to smoke was
also gone.
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